From the Window by Levere, Noah
4 
From the Window 
Noah Levere 
The boy wakes up and looks 
at the clock, the 8 year-old 
moves his midnight hair to the side 
lam, his nightly ritual begins 
He squeaks open the 
door covered in shadow 
as the old hinges share their quiet 
screams, he shuts the door. 
His sister, fast asleep 
he creeps across her room as 
luminescence sneaks in through 
a crack in the blinds. This light 
guides him to his destination 
As he approaches the window, 
he peers out, there she is. 
There she sits alone. 
A woman, widowed by 
divorce, the man she loved 
died and became another. 
A victim of the SO percent. 
A look of defeat painted 
across her face as she 
stares up to the sky hoping 
it will provide answers. 
She sits with a cold Bud 
Light and a charred cigarette. 
She drinks and inhales 
the release she desires 
It lasts but a moment 
so she cracks open 
another can and 
lights another smoke. 
The boy had been watching 
her rehearse this routine 
for years, he wanted to understand 
what could be wrong with her. 
He can't help 
but feel sorry for her, 
he can't help 
but watch. 
During the day this woman 
was so happy, a caring mother 
of two children, two 
soccer players with great grades 
she loved her job in radio 
sales, she had a new boyfriend, 
drove a quality Ford Escape 
was close with her neighbors 
butwhenthesunleft 
the sky, her smile left her 
face, she left her home 
and took her place on that step. 
The two's nightly rituals 
became one. Under the moon 
far from the sun. They would always 
share those nights alone in the dark. 
He retreats back to his room, squeaks 
his door to a close, hops back 
in bed, sets his alarm for school 
the next day and shuts his eyes. 
The next sun comes up 
his alarm sounds, he pushes 
his bronze hair to the side 
and his morning ritual begins. 
He gets dressed in his usual 
red striped polo and khakis, 
he grabs his backpack and 
heads downstairs for breakfast 
and there she is 
the woman from the step 
sitting at the table 
"good morning sweetie" 
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